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Why all this?


I love my wife from the bottom of my heart. We trust each other, we respect each other, and the sex has been great for many years, getting better with time. We are faithful to each other, we stand by each other and support each other – and we take the freedom to enjoy other people's skin, to desire people of the same sex, to play with dominance and submission and to ignore gender boundaries – what is a real man, what is a real woman – as meaningless.


Over the years, our sexuality has found a form that gives us both the greatest pleasure and that holds completely different experiences for us. I hold back my ejaculations and focus my lust more and more on my wife – while my wife follows her fantasies and needs freely and uninhibitedly and also gives herself to other men in love and lust.


Since we – especially I – are always asked incredulously how this can work, whether we really love each other at all, whether we are crazy (no) or perverted (oh yes)... Since we are asked this so constantly, I have written down my thoughts on this and offer them to you, dear reader, to read.


Experiences, reflections, insights – my "confessions" are neither meant to justify nor to convince people to live the same way we do. Nor is it about disguised trashy literature. Nothing against erotic male fantasies – such texts can be a lot of fun – but this is about something else.


It's about truthfulness. If you like, I can tell you about my way of loving and enjoying sex and about my relationship with a wonderful woman – and her lovers. Maybe you will come across something that will give you a completely new perspective.


I don't judge anyone who doesn't live or love like we do – and maybe you will do me and us the honour of not judging us when you read this; not even in your mind. Just stay curious and open, and keep the possibility of learning new things about male and female pleasure.


In any case, thank you for taking the time to give space to my reflections. I hope you enjoy reading.


Your Kristian





An all-changing encounter


Do you remember, darling? That encounter back then. It really changed a lot for us.


We met them at a festival and quickly got talking. A man and a woman who were obviously on the road like us. He too loved the game of tease and denial, of chastity, of his wife giving herself to other men while he withheld his seed.


The conversational atmosphere was relaxed and easy from the start, and curiously we quizzed them both about how they integrate these games into their busy daily lives. At one point we listened particularly attentively. You asked her if he too would talk about this subject as often as I do.


"Of course," she said, "He's just bubbling over. Fantasies, ideas, doubts, dreams, always something new. He often seems to think of nothing else."


"How do you deal with that," you asked her, "because it's often too much for me."


"It wasn't easy," she replied, "I think it's wonderful that he's like that. At the same time, I can't and don't want to spend as much time on it as he does. But we found a good solution. He had been nagging me for a while about a chastity cage. I wanted to fulfil his wish, even though I was sceptical whether it was something for me.


When the thing was delivered and we put the cage on, I suddenly had a flash of inspiration. I told him: I'll only take the key on one condition:


This cage will be as normal as your shoes, like your socks. That means you don't talk about it. You don't say a word about this cage and about this game. It will be so natural for you to wear the cage that it won't be worth talking about. You'll just do your best to make sure I get the sex I'm craving right now.


Whether I want to be caressed or caress you. Whether I want to be licked or I want to suck you off.


Whether I spend the night with another man or whether I unlock the cage and let you fuck me.


Whether I flirt and make out at parties or only have eyes for you. Whether I bring a lover home or go to his place. Whether you know the men or not.


Whether I want the whip or tender cuddling. Whether you show me off to others at the club on a leash or we hold hands all evening. Whether I want to sleep only with my lover for a while or only with you forever.


You will never question my lust and always support me in it with an open heart and full of joy.


Once a week you will get twenty minutes in which you may make the cage and our arrangement the subject. But outside of those twenty minutes, I don't want to hear a word about it. Neither whether you are horny, nor whether you are afraid. Neither whether anything pinches, nor whether you have hot fantasies.


That you wear the cage and that we both live my sexuality unconditionally must be as normal as socks and shoes, and you don't talk about those either. That's my condition."


"And that works?" you inquired sceptically.


She nodded with satisfaction.


"Oh yes! It works. From the very first moment. I was able to relax, and finally have no more pressure. And in the end, it was exactly what he wanted too. Win–win.


I have the fullness now. Intimacy for two, occasional adventures with strangers, exciting love affairs, intimate couple time and voluptuous outings with many.


And the longer this state lasts, the more I experience that my beloved is actually doing well in the process. And the more I see that, the more I trust him that it really is okay for him and not just a sex fantasy, a fetish. That he's not doing it for me, but for himself. And it's exactly this trust that I need so that I can let go of my shame and myself.


And now it's quite great. I have the best man in the world whom I love, who loves me. Who caresses and pampers me wonderfully and gives me wonderful orgasms, and I always have great lovers for hard, dominant, dirty sex. Lovers I'm even allowed to fall in love with without any problems. And in between, when it happens, I enjoy a few nice, non– committal hours on business trips. And then again cuddling, tenderness, cuddling."


All the time she was telling about her arrangement, her partner was smiling. You could literally feel how happy he was, and he seemed so calm, grounded and confident. Not submissive for a second. He seemed completely at peace with himself. He clearly admired his wife in her lust, in her self-confidence and in her inner freedom. Without unduly elevating her to a throne. Both seemed to be at eye level, despite this game. Despite the fact that he was rarely and increasingly rarely allowed to pour himself out. Despite the fact that he lived monogamously and she promiscuously. You could feel their deep connection, which radiated a very special magic.
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